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The series of stories now appearing are specially translated by Mr. Post 
Wheeler for English-speaking boys and girls from a volume of the best Russian 
Wonder Tales selected by command of the Czar for the use of his own children. 
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on the thirty-first day it chanced that the 

distance,* O"firey“ Wolf! 

Wolfs son! Do not devour my little child, 
since it has in no way harmed you.” 

And the Grey Wolf answered: “Listen, 

Cr0 ^e C a r ndVwT h not r! ha °° T fl dT" 
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Smitli and the Pharaohs. 


By H. RIDER HAGGARD. 
Illustrated by Alec Ball. 
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Smith and the Pharaohs. 


By H. RIDER HAGGARD. 

Illustrated by Alec Ball. 
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Queen Cleopatra lifted her hands and stood his lot to look upon her rich and living 
thus for a while. Very splendid she was, loveliness. There she shone, she who had 
and Smith, on his hands and knees behind changed the fortunes of the world, she who, 
the boarding of the boat, thanked his stars whatever she did amiss, at least had known 
that alone among modern men it had been how to die. 


(To be concluded.) 
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Smith and the Pharaohs. 

By H. RIDER HAGGARD. 

Illustrated by Alec Ball. 
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- I followed you to the grave Oh, you 
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LAZARUS 

By 

HERMAN SCHEFFAUER. 

Illustrated ly Pkilip Baynes. 
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The Horror of 
Johnson s Flats. 

By ARUNDEL BEGBIE (“ANDRUL”). 
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draw it away from him-I have seen him do it. 
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“ My word, boys, there’s a hole in the 
ground over by Lone Tree, for all the world 
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“I asked in the township. He hadn’t 


nothing. What's he left behind ? ” 
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unreasoning bravery to meet them pawing 


shoe! antT foun^Oitt'contained 6 ^ number 1 ^!! 
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Myxomycetes. 

By ARTHUR MORRISON. 

Illustrated fcy Rene' Bull. 
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